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THE DANAID WHO IS CONDEMNED TO FILL A LEAKING VESSEL. 
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pas” SPECIAL NOTICE. ~ 3g 
The INDEX ‘TO VOLUME XIV. is now ready, and can 
be had on application at this office, without charge, or 
will be mailed to any address on receipt of two-cent 
stamp. 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. | 





[The old show, ladies and gentlemen, 

the same good old show that has been be- 
fore the public for twenty-five years and has 
never failed to elicit roars of laughter. No es- 
sential features have been changed. Of course 
we have been obliged to supply some new prop- 
erties as the old ones wore out; but the show is 
still the good old exhibition that has been on 
the road for six campaigns. Our principal per- 
former is just what she was twenty-five years 
ago—no better and no worse. She is doing 
the same old egg-dance, with new eggs and the 
same old steps. It is rather hard on the eggs; 
but she may be relied upon to keep the dance 
up until every egg is broken. 


* . * 

Well, no, as a rule it is not considered the | 
proper scheme to smash the eggs in an egg- 
dance. Most performers try to combine grace- 
ful dancing with a maintenance of the integrity 
of the eggs. But, you see, that is where our | 
performance is strictly original. Our dancer 
breaks the-eggs. That’s her peculiarity. Yes, 
it is a rather startling system of dancing, and | 





we are bound to confess that it hasn’t taken the , 
first prize yet; but if we were to alter our style , 


—why, wherein should we differ from the other 
shows on the road? No, sir, we want you to 
understand that this is the Great and Only 


Democratic Egg-Dance, and that we can smash | 


more of our own eggs in one campaign than 
any other party in the world. Walk right in 
and we’ll show you lots of fun. 

* 


* Bs 
I am Chester A. Arthur. I am the President 





of the United States. I became President by 


an accident, and nobody wanted me. But I 
think I have behaved myself pretty well since. 
Nobody can say that I have been a bad Presi- 
dent. I may have done wrong in individual 
instances; but we are all, particularly Presi- 
dents, liable to err. In the main, the country 
has been quiet, prosperous and contented un- 
der my administration. I have had one or two 
opportunities to show pluck and firmness; and 
I think I have offered the public very superior 
articles in that line. I am well-educated, well- 
bred, and a man of fine appearance, people 
say. My manners blend geniality with dignity, 
and I have a pretty taste in wines. For the 
last three years I have done my very best to get 
the people to make the people like me and 
have confidence in me and reélect me for this 
term to come. 


But, oomabere, I “don’t get no forrarder.”’ 
No, nobody has anything very terrible to com- 
plain of in my administration. No, I haven’t 
any very formidable rival in the affections of 
the people. And yet they won’/love me. There 
are no multitudes clamoring for me. ‘The eye 
of the nation is not fixed upon me with affec- 
tionate solicitude. I make plenty of acquaint- 
ances; but no friends, Why is it? 1 can’t 
make it out. But the grim idea forces itself on 
my mind that the reason is really what those 
newspaper fellows say it is—that it is all because 
of what they call my unsavory past. It seems 
ridiculous; but, by heavens! I’m afraid I shall 
be wrecked on Old Times Rocks. O Steve, 
Steve, I’m beginning to think we might have 
been in better business when we were running 
the machine in New York, loafing around bar- 
rooms and taking our joy with the boys. O 
Stephen, Stephen, why didn’t you give me the 


steer then ? 
# . 


Of course this persecution and prosecution 
of the Sheriff of New York is all wrong; it 
ought not to have been done. He is a good 
man—we do not know his exact weight—and 
should be permitted to do what he conceives 
to be his duty without the interference of med- 
dling investigating committees. It is eminently 
proper that, conscious as is Sheriff Davidson of 
his own innocence, he should endeavor to over- 
come by all the means at his disposal the 
machinations of his enemies, All honor to 
Mr, Evarts’s partner, Mr. Choate, and asso- 
ciates, who defend our much-injured public of- 
ficer. All honor to the judges and others who 





may throw obstacles in the way of a trial, and 
confusion to those through whose instrumental- 
ity he has been indicted. 

A # ‘ 

That personal journalism has been overdone 
in England must be pretty evident to Mr. Ed- 
mund Yates, the editor of the London World, 
who has recently been sentenced to four months’ 
imprisonment for a libel on a member of the 
aristocracy, every petty detail of which order he 
made it a specialty to chronicle. ‘This kind of 
thing was interesting at first by its novelty, but 
afterward became a terrible bore for even the 
most pronounced toad-eater and tuft-hunting 
snob. The idea that reading of the private 
movements of the Duke of White Chapel or the 
Countess of Seven Dials was equivalent to en- 
joying their society has proved fallacious, and 
the ’Arry subscriber to the society journal loses 
confidence in his paper when he finds its editor 
does not know as much about aristocrats as he 
supposed, and gets into jail for his pains. 


* 

With all that has been said about American 
journalism—and a wild, weird sort of thing it 
is, since the two-cent craze began—we have no 
papers here of the class of the London 77rush 
and the World of the same city. We certainly 
do a little in the “penny dreadful” line; and 
the great American public likes to sup full of 
horrors, and has its liking gratified. But there 
is here, thank Heaven, no taste for the petty 
and disgusting gossip and tittle-tattle about re- 
spectable folk which makes the stock-in-trade 
of these London weeklies. We do like a paper 
burning with arson and reeking with murder; 
but we—that is, the most of us—heartily des- 
pise the wretched chronicle of respectability’s 
misdemeanors and indiscretions. Let us re- 
member this and smile superior to the Briton. 

# 


Wild we may be, wild and western; our yawp 
may be barbaric and our civilization may be 
unconventional; but we have not got to that 
point where we are interested in the bald record 
of aristocratic drunks and patrician flirtations. 
Our cousins over the water may sneer at the in- 
terest we take in reading of the details of the 
killing of Jane Smith with a hatchet in the 
hands of John Jones; but there is an honest, 
gory interest in the story that appeals to a more 
wholesome taste than that which Mr, Yates and 
his colleagues gratify with tales of misbehaving 
marquises and dear disreputable duchesses. 
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PERCHANCE. 


Her cheek with years is withered, 
Her eyes have lost their shine, 

Yet soft she smiles, the while she scans 
The scarcely-written line. 


Perchance some tender memory 
Of dear old days gone by, 
She with a poetess’s pen 
Strives to revivify. 


Some hallowed hour of childhood 
That she would fain recall, 

An air of spring-time come again 
In life’s fast fading Fall— 


Some dream of moments golden, 
Seen through the mist of years, 

Remembered with a gentle smile 
That is not far from tears— 


Perchance—I think more likely— 
Be still, my heart, be still!— 
The dear old girl is totting up 
My weekly hashery bill. 
ABE AUDEUR. 
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O Nelly the hoyden, are you the girl 
Who never could keep your hair in curl? 


Are you the girl who used to run 
Freckled and tanned in the country sun? 


And are you the tomboy—I almost doubt— 
Who sang to me “ Over the fence is out!’’ ? 


Are you the girl with the laughing eye, 
And the strong inclination to chaff and guy ? 





THE METAMORPHOSIS. 


ELLY] the hoyden, your golden hair 
Is smoothed and banged on your forehead fair. 


Nelly the hoyden, your dress is long, 
And there is n’t a bow or a ribbon wrong. 


Your hands, in gloves of ‘the whitest kid, 
In the folds of your dress are demurely hid. 


Your eyes are bent most modestly down, 
Till no one knows if they ’re black or brown. 


O Nelly the hoyden, come out in the air, 
Out of the ball-room’s feverish glare. 


Come out with me ’neath the moon serene, 
I don’t care a snap if you are eighteen. 


Come away from the suitors who bow so low — 
7 was your sweetheart ten years ago! 


And alone and away from this well-dressed whirl, 


Be Nelly the hoyden—the same old girl! 
A. H, OaKEs, 








RANDOM REMARKS. 


“ Youare more fun than a barrel of monkeys,” 
said Albacinda to me, the other evening. 

Now, I am not entering into the question of 
my humorous capacity. Whether | am or am 
not more umusing, as a man, than a barrel of 
monkeys as monkeys, matters little. If I cause 
Albacinda’s chaste breast to thrill with gentle 
merriment; if I curve the perfect bow of her 
cherry lips—why, that, beloved reader, is none 
of your business, It is a private affair, between 
Albacinda and me. 


* 

But the dear girl’s remark furnished me with 
food for reflection. It is, said I to myself, a 
most felicitous figure, this barrel of monkeys. 
It expresses, indeed, the highest potentiality of 
humor—the ludicrous raised to the ath. 

Now, when you come to think of it, there 
can’t be anything funnier than a barrel of 
monkeys. One monkey is funny enough, all 
by himself. He is funny fer se, and he is funny 
in everything he does, He is funny in his eat- 
ing, in his drinking, in his fighting, in his love- 
making—funniest of all in his toilette. 

God gave him a tail to be funny with, any- 
way, and he has improved on the designs of 
Providence. He gets all the humor out of that 
tail that there is in it. 

Now then, imagine what a barrel of monkeys 
would be—a whole, real, barrelful of writhing, 
crawling, twisting, fighting, convolute monkeys, 
all doing a Greco-Simian wrestle at once! 


Why, there is a feast of humor there that would | 


make an alligator smile his back teeth out. 
# . * 

And Albacinda says I am more fun than a 

barrel of monkeys! 
* 

Roger Sherman is more fun than a barrel of 
monkeys, 

Who is Roger Sherman? 

Well, Roger Sherman is a sunburst of intel- 
lect who hails from Philadelphia, and who has 
been waked out of his local slumber by the 
noise of the international copyright agitation. 
He says he is a publisher, All that I have seen 
of his publishing is a small pamphlet which he 
circulates gratuitously. It is a warm and im- 
passioned plea for the suppression of profes- 





sional authors, likewise of authors’ royalties, by , 


act of Congress. His objection to authors in 
general is that they are a bad lot. Voltaire, he 


says, was an infidel and a tough character gen- . 


erally. Rousseau never told the truth but once, 
and then he ought to have lied. And he in- 


| 


stances, does Roger Sherman, the case of a dis- - 


tinguished authoress, (he might as well have 
said George Eliot out loud, while he was about 
it,) who contracted what he calls a “ hickory 
marriage” at the age of sixty. 

oa 


Well, suppose she did, Roger, suppose she 
did. And suppose poor old Voltaire and Rous- 
seau made up a pretty hard crowd between 
them. Suppose it’s all so, Roger, what does 
that go to prove? ‘There are lots of gay charac- 
ters who haven’t been authors. Judas Iscariot 
wasn’t an author, Jesse Pomeroy isn’t an author, 
Neither is Sergeant Bates. Keifer isn’t an au- 
thor. He isn’t much of anything else; but he 
isn’t an author. Why, Roger, my son, there 
have been publishers, even, who were a little 
off color. ‘There’s a gentleman in your line 
of business—name of Bennett—who recently 
passed some time in State’s Prison for carrying 
the publishing business beyond reasonable lim- 
its. And we have it on the authority of Lord 
Byron that Barabbas was a publisher. 

* 


* . 
No, the hogshead of Simians has no show for 
humor, alongside of Mr. Roger Sherman. 
# 





* 

Pll tell you another thing that’s more fun 
than a barrel of monkeys. ‘That’s buying gar- 
den seeds for a woman. You’ve matched wors- | 
teds, have you? Eh? Gone into a long dark 
shop with a handful of ungodly mean little ends 
of pink and blue and yellow woolen strings, 
and laid the fuzzy little things down on the 
counter, and told the pretty, smiling, roguish- 
eyed girl behind that counter that you wanted 
to match ’em exactly? Had her take ’em up 





and look at ’em and ask you whether you wanted 
em for crochetting an ulster or for doing Ken- 
sington stitch on a lambrequin? Had her hand | 
down six or eight bales of wool and ask you if | 
that was what you wanted? Got hot and red 
and perspirey, so to speak, and felt your glasses 
slipping off your nose, and felt her laughing at 
you—felt it through the top of your head? Oh, 
you have, have you? Well, that was fun. 
* 





But buying garden seeds for a girl is more 
fun. Albacinda wants to raise flowers in a jar- 
diniére on the sill of her boarding-house win- 
dow. She always does, every spring. She 
never raises the flowers. What she does raise 
is something else. At present I am studying 
flower-seed catalogues, and I am beginning to 
feel, myself, like a fefaluma Jacksonit, early- 
flowering, delicate, and requiring constant care. 
And Albacinda has grown so smart that I can’t 
fool her with canary-seed and bird-shot any 
longer. Yes, I am having lots of fun, 

Rop Ranpom. 








WHILE sort the vernal breezes blow 
Across the sunny lea, 

Man takes his paper up to know 
Of country and of sea. 


Of cottages in Queen Anne style 
On airy acres set, 

And, rusticators to beguile, 
The pleasant sign “ ‘To Let.” 


Oh, shall I to New Jersey stray, 
Or down to Staten I. ? 

From this old town I must away, 
And for the country fly; 


And have a little cottage there 
Round which wild robins veer, 
A porch with an old rocking-chair, 

A cellar filled with beer. 


On Sunday I will have the boys 
Come out and stay, you bet; 

Oh for the country’s simple joys— 
I ’ll read this column, ‘“‘'To Let.’’ 





A MILLIONAIRE’S SOUL is apt to be as small 
as a boarding-house gas-burner. 





Why Is it that when a man sits on paint the 
paint and his trousers are never the same color? 





Wuart A tender, touching significance there 
is in the simple words: “ Black Sheep””—* Kiss- 
ing the Rod’’—Edmund Yates! 





SPRING RAIN falls alike on the man with the 
twenty-dollar silk umbrella and the man who 
has no umbrella to cover his new eight-dollar 
plug-hat. 


A CANDIDATE for Congress committed sui- 
cide last week. ‘This is well; but what the pub- 
lic craves for is for some existing Congressmen 
to shuffle, etc., by their own hands. 





Ir A man wants to attract the attention of 
every one on Fifth Avenue, it is not necessary 
for him to attire himself as a dude; he should 
go walking on that fashionable thoroughfare 
with a half-grown barking dog on a short chain, 





‘THE LIGHT overcoat is said to be an unfail- 
ing indication of prosperity, because the man 
who owns one always has a heavy one; but the 
man who has, independent of both, a rubber 
overcoat, may easily get people to believe that 
he owns a seat in the Stock Exchange. 

Tuis Is the time of the year when every man 
who has a spare foot of ground is seized with a 
wild ambition to have a garden. And if he 
lives out of the city, he arises every morning at 
five o’clock and digs away until breakfast-time. 
After he has planted the seed, and done enough 
work on the spot to yield him hundreds of dol- 
lars, if performed in another direction, some 
strange dogs and hens get in the yard and tear 
it all to pieces, and the man reforms, and deter- 
mines, thereafter, to do all his vegetable-raising 
in the market. 
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AUNTY PHATT’S LETTER-BOX. 


“ Mother” writes: 

I have seventeen boys, Won’t you say some- 
thing in your column that will teach them not 
to tuck their breeches in their boots ? 








“ Ambitious ”’ writes: 

How can a young man rise in the world? I 
am very ambitious, and before I am fifty I 
want to own a painted barn with sliding-doors 
and a Rooster on top. Please tell me if it is 
wicked to be so ambitious. 





“Julia Montgomery ” writes from Wapako- 
neta, Ohio: 

I am seventeen, and just graduated from the 
High School. I try to be genteel. I know all 
about the rules of Society and try to teach my 
father, but he won’t learn. I want to give a 
little entertainment to my friends next week. 
What can I do to keep father from coming in 
to dinner in his shirt-sleeves ? 





“ Pinkie” writes: 

I am going to give a birthday party, and so 
I thought I’d consult dear Aunty Phatt. What 
shall | wear? Mamma’s wedding-dress is just as 
good as new, for she got too fat to wear it seven 
or eight years after she was married. It is 
merino—gas-light green—and they didn’t seem 
to wear much trimming when it was made, so 
1 guess there isn’t over and above a yard and 
a half, single width, in the whole dress; but do 
you think this would do if I had it made up 
low neck and short sleeves? I don’t know what 
kind of a party to give. I notice they give 
breakfasts in New York, but we don’t have 
breakfast till away along four or five in the 
morning in winter, and I am afraid some of 
our neighbors who are early risers would think 
that was pretty late. What would you have to 


eat? Mamma says: “Have a regular Evening 
Party, with hickory-nuts and apples.’’ But she 
is Old School. Ice-cream is fashionable, so how 
would ice-cream candy with mottos do? I 
thought if it was an Evening Party I would go 
in for regular Boston style and have Pork and 
Beans, I thought Pickled Beets would look 
nice, too. 
FusH. 








HIS JOKE. 





“Do those alligators bite ?” inquired a man 
with hair the color of a gosling, as he poked 
his nose around the corner of the door. 

“Not very often,” replied the editor. 

“Are you armed ?” asked the light-haired 

_man. 

“ No, we never go armed.” 

“ Are you in a pretty good humor ?” 

“‘ First-rate, first-rate,” replied the editor, who 
smelled a spring poem, and quietly drew the 
poker up where he could reach it to throw. 

“ Well, now, I just thought I would drop in 
and see you. I have a little—” 

“ Walk right in,” said the editor, who wanted 
to get the man in range. 

The man walked in, as requested. 

“I want to give you a joke.” 

* All right; what is it ?” 

“It is this: You must first say something 
about a man who cared for nothing outside of 
horses.” 

“Ta” 

“And then say that to him life was but a 
span—meaning, you know, a span of horses, 
and then—”’ 

The man was broke short by the editor, who 
sent the poker flying across the room so swiftly 
chat it fairly whistled. But the gosling-haired 

; man jumped for the stairway, and left behind 
| him a ripple of fiendish laughter that haunted 
the building for the rest of the day. 











OUR GREAT 


SUPERINTENDENT WALLING 


WN 





“KNOW-NOTHING.” 


7S 


IN HIS LITTLE GAME OF BLIND-MAN’S BLUFF. 


Police Superintendent Walling, in his testimony, swore that he did not know 
that there were any Gamblers or Bunko-men in New York. 








WHAT MEN ARE TO WEAR, 


A number of articles ure going round the 
papers asking the question: ‘What are men 
going to wear this year?”’ Well, we know what 
some men are going to wear this year. 

Will they all don the fashionable fine spring 
overcoat cut in Newmarket style? They will 
not. ‘The garment that has done duty for six 
seasons, and would now by its brightness make 
a good reflector for an astronomical telescope, 
will be hauled out of the trunk, the moths 
scattered broadcast, and it will have to struggle 
through another spring and Fall. 

Will the young man’s trousers be as tight as 
those of last year? Yes, they will be equally 
as tight as those of last year, because they will 
be the same trousers, owing to the tightness of 
money. 

Frock-coats, we are told, are double-breasted, 
buttoned very high in the neck, and much 
shorter than formerly; but however much they 
may be de rigueur, a large majority of young 
gentlemen will have to be de ofherwise, because 
they will not have the shekels to pay their tail- 
ors for their last suits, much less to put the 
money up for new ones, 

But men will wear a great many things for 
all that. They will wear smiles when they rake 
in a big pot at poker. Hearts on the sleeve 
will not be worn as much as usual, unless it be 
by very fresh young men. ‘Those made espe- 
cially for daws to peck at will be higher-priced. 
Some men, too, regardless of good taste, will 
continue to wear solitaire diamonds in their 
shirt-fronts and rings on their fingers. Shoes 
with pointed toes will also be worn by dudes, 
and bits of dog-chain will dangle out of their 
dress-trousers pockets. Loud striped silk socks 
are certain to be seen perched up on chairs on 
the piazzas of summer hotels in very low-necked 
shoes of patent-leather. 

Men, or rather apologies for men, will con- 
tinue to wear their hair banged, and to put 
vaseline or oil on it. Another large class will 
stuff their table-napkins down their necks when 
eating. Others at Newport and on parts of 
Long Island will wear pink hunting-coats and 
boots with irreproachable tops, and will ride 
like mad after a few mangy hounds and an 
anise-seed bag, under the fond delusion that 
they will be mistaken for Englishmen, and “ it’s 
the way it is always done in Hold Hingland.” 

For the greater part of the year a large num- 
ber of countenances down-town will wear looks 
of gloom. ‘They will be very fashionable in 
the neighborhood of Wall Street, and very pro- 
nounced if stocks continue to tumble as they 
have of late. 

Congressman Belford will continue to wear 
the cap and bells in Washington, and John 
Kelly, Sheriff Davidson and a whole crowd of 
the b’hoys will, in consequence of Mr. Roose- 
velt’s cruel legislation, continue to wear sack- 
cloth and ashes for the remainder of their ex- 
istence, 











THERE Is something beautifully artistic in the 
eloquence employed by a country real-estate 
agent when he assures a city man who is look- 
ing for a summer residence that all the malaria 
he knows of is situate, lying and being in the 
rival town five miles away. 





THOUGH THE little bluebird 
Chants his roundelay, 

It doesn’t prove conclusively 
Spring has come to stay. 





IT DOESN’T at all elevate the spirits or in- 
crease the general happiness of the rural Ethi- 
opian who beats carpets for a living to learn 
that the people in his neighborhood are about 
to discard carpets and take to stained floors. 






















































































When spring-time re-creates the weary earth 
The steamboat boiler ’s patched for all it ’s worth; 
And next July 

The picnicker spry 
Will reach the sky 
By means of that bi- 






Why droops the dude? 

Is it because he ’s slewed? 
Nay, ’tis his heavy-headed 
cane 
That doth his spinal column 





strain. 




















Hereafter for protection from the fury 
Of the mob, 

The Cincinnati jury 
LI give the safe men quite a job. ° 


*Mid Afric’s vegetation rank, 
O O. O. Howard, start a bank— 






You will be broken if it break. 
























A Freedmen’s Bank—but don’t mistake: 


P. S.—But should this go on, pray tell me if in 
Space there ’Il be room for Hamilton Griffin? 
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O Mary Mavourneen, 
Across the wide sea 
The cables are throbhing 
With tales about thee! 
Aristocracy’s. scions 
Are bending the knee 
To the maiden just come from 
The land of the free. 
Thou hast snubbed Albert Ed- 
ward, 
Hast snubbed Royaltee; 
rhou hast frowned upon nobles 
Of every degree— 
And I trust ’tis for love of 
Your own ¥%& FZ 
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PUCK. 





FENCE PHILOSOPHY. 





Common sense is the instinct of reason. 


Woman is an enigma - man the solution. 





Happiness is the art of cleverly cheating our- 
selves. 


—_ ~ 


One of the greatest luxuries of life is to be 
let alone. 





Money is a skeleton-key that will fit almost 
any kind of a lock. 





All men are fools; the only difference seems 
to be in the size of them. 





Truth never made a compromise yet but what 
it got beat in the transaction. 





Vulgarity is a subtle distemper. Even refine- 
ment can not wholly eradicate it. 


After all, take the vanity out of most people, 
and they wouldn’t have any back-bone left. 





In all moral matters, what a man can’t prove 
by his conscience is out of his reach, anyhow. 


When a man measures out glory for himself 
he is always honest, and heaps up the half- 
bushel. 








Culture is good; but there is no amount of 
culture that will make the cabbage blossom like 
the rose. 





If we would only call things by their right 
names, we should have more thieves and less 
defaulter:. 


The top round of the ladder is the slippery 
one, and always has a thousand applicants to 
one vacancy. 





Nature’s literature is exquisite. A little vio- 
let bursts into life in some shady dell, and lo! 
a sonnet is born. 


Speed is a great civilizer. There is even a 
certain amount of moral force in a two-twenty 
gait on the turnpike. 





All the works of Nature equally show her 
power. If we could make one grain of sand, 
we could make a mountain, 


One of the most reliable prophets we have is 
an old speckled hen. She never prophesies an 
egg until after the egg is laid. 


Art creates nothing. It can paint or carve 
a dog so natural that we may try to whistle him 
up to us; but his tail won’t wag. 


The man who prophesies is a fool. He can 
guess nearer than he can prophesy, and then 
the misses don’t count against him. 


The very best thing we can do, if we ever 
reach the top round of the ladder, is to get 


safely down again as soon as we can, 


Geese are called fools; but I notice that an 
old gander never mates with a young gosling, 
nor never hunts for grass in a sand-pit. 


Liberality in religious views is commendable; 
but we should always be able to tell at a glance 





Progress, no doubt, is the great law; but it 
has its limits. If a man travels north far enough, 
he will find himself going south after a while. 


I stick to my old orthodox sentiments in re- 
ligion. When we can prove nothing, I don’t 
believe in giving the devil the benefit of the 
doubt. 


Beauty is a kind of surprise, and has no ar- 
bitrary rules. If it had, there would not be a 
dozen beautiful women on earth, and this would 
panic the market. 


My dear fellow, I don’t think you can lift a 


-ton, anyhow; but you certainly can’t by spit- 


ting on your hands and offering to bet fifty 
cents that you can. 
EpH FarrinctTon, Fence Philosopher. 








ARTICLES BY PUCK REJECTED 

Are “hardly ever” reinspected. 
They ’re ne’er returned, 
But always burned, 

Or planted in a corner-stone 

To make some future nation groan. 


A MeEmoriAL Winpow—That of the Candy- 
Store of Our Childhood. 


THE MAN in Culture’s forward march 
"Who most behind doth lag, 
Is the man who carries his gold, gold watch 
In a bag-- 
In a neat little chamois-skin bag. 





NOTHING AMONG the ills and trials of this 
world annoys a landlord so much as getting the 
full benefit of a snow-slide right off the roof of 
his own house. 





A LITTLE GIRL’S SPEECH. 





Who ’Il make the brandy-peaches, 
Or brandy-flavored pie, 

And help the liquor traffic? 
Surely not I, not I. 


Who wants in time of sickness 
A little ale to try, 

Or beer or wine to poison 
And make her worse? Not I. 


Who likes a boy that tipples 
A little on the sly, 
Or smokes cigars in private? 
Not I, surely not I. 
And when we girls are women, 
(We shall be by-and by,) 
Who ’IIl bave a drinking husband? 
Some silly girl; not I. 
Having found the above in our E. C., Zhe 
Little Christian, Puck thinks it only proper to 


/ add a few verses, which may be appropriately 
called “ A Little Boy’s Speech’’—the little boy 


being of course, “one of the boys.” 


Who eats the brandy-peaches 
That on the table lie, 

And eats them for the brandy? 
Why, surely it is I. 


Who to increase his hunger 
A cocktail e’er does try, 

And sometimes takes a second? 
It ’s nobody but I. 


Who on a bed of sickness 
Does make the sherry fly, 

And feels a great deal better 
Than ever? Surely I. 


Who takes his gin at morning? 
At noon his rock and rye? 

His B. and S. at evening? 
You bet your life it ’s I. 





A WAG, SPEAKING of an unsuccessful actor, 
said: “Ambition egged him on to the stage, 
and disgusted audiences egged him off it.”’ 








THE WRONG HEN ON THE EGG. 
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««SECOR ROBESON HAS COME OuT STRONGLY IN FAVOR OF BLAINE FOR PRESIDENT.” 














which is the church and which is the circus. BLAINE.—“* THAT SETTLES ME! 


















































PUCK. 








THE POLICE INVESTIGATED. | 





Mr. 


It is strange that the biue-coated guardians of the peace 


should not know as much about their profession as is pop- | 


ularly supposed; but the following will convey a good 


idea of the style of information sought for, and not al- 
| 


ways obtained to the satisfaction of the querists. 

An ASSEMBLYMAN.—Now tell me, Mr. Policeman, 
what a thief is. 

PoLIcEMAN.—A thief is—well, a—um—a gentleman 
who appropriates something that is not strictly his prop- 
erty 

ASSEMBLYMAN.—Very good. Now tell me if you have 
ever made the acquaintance of any of them. 

PoLICEMAN.—Can't say that Ihave. But I havespoken 
to a few occasionally. 

CHAIRMAN OF COMMITTEE.—How did you know that 
they were thieves? 

PoLIcEMAN.—Because they told me so themselves, and 
I am always willing to believe my fellow-creatures when 
their manner betokens sincerity. 

ASSEMBLYMAN.—Do you know the meaning of the 
phrase ‘‘ cracking a crib”? 

POLICEMAN.—I do not, 

ASSEMBLYMAN.—What do you think it means? 

PoLIcEMAN.—I should imagine it refers to the striking 
of a violent blow on a child’s cot of sufficient force to 
shatter it. 

ASSEMBLYMAN.—Have you any idea what a jimmy is? 

PoLiceMAN.—A Jimmy is the diminutive of James, a 
name frequently given to a boy baby. 

ASSEMBLYMAN.—Your intelligence surpasses my com- 
prehension, Now tell me if you have ever heard of a 
gambling-house. 

PoLICEMAN.—No; but I have heard of sheep gambol- 
ing among prairie grass in New Mexico, 

ASSEMBLYMAN. —I fear you do not understand me. I 
mean playing with cards or dice to lose or win money. 

PoLIcEMAN.—I think I comprehend, There are places 
where such things are done, I believe; but I know noth- 
ing about them. I have no desire to become acquainted 
with matters that are wicked. 

ASSEMBLYMAN.—Do you think you could tell me what 
detectives are? 

PoLICEMAN.—I suppose they are men who detect 
things; but I have never known one of them to do it. 

ASSEMBLYMAN.—What is a forger ? 

POLICEMAN.—A man who forges. 

ASSEMBLYMAN.—Are there any in New York? 

POLICEMAN.—I really don’t know. 

ASSEMBLYMAN.—Do you know Dynamite Dick, the 
burglar? 

POLICEMAN.—No! 

ASSEMBLYMAN.—Do you know Crimson Leary, the 
counterfeiter ? 

POLICEMAN.—No! 

ASSEMBLYMAN.—What is a ** fence”? 

POLICEMAN. — Something that divides one piece of 
property from another. 

ASSEMBLYMAN.—It has then no other, meaning? 

POLICEMAN.—None that I am aware of. 

ASSEMBLYMAN.—How many murderers are you ac- 
quainted with? 

POLICEMAN.—Never knew anybody in the business. 

ASSEMBLYMAN.—Do you like whiskey? 

POLICEMAN.—Yes. 

ASSEMBLYMAN.—Have you ever been drunk? 

POLICEMAN.—No! 

ASSEMBLYMAN.— Did you ever see any other people 
drunk? 

POLICEMAN.—Can’t say that I have. 

ASSEMBLYMAN. —What is a jail? 

POLICEMAN.—Never heard of such a place. 

ASSEMBLYMAN.— What are handcuffs? 

PoLIcEMAN.—Cuffs for the hands. 

ASSEMBLYMAN.—What is a locust? 


POLICEMAN.—A bird of the air indigenous to Asia 


Minor. 


Roosevelt’s Investigating Committee has been 
«¢ tackling” the New York police with tolerable success, | 


ASSEMBLYMAN.—Explain the term ‘* swag.” 
PoLICEMAN.—Can’t; but I guess it has something to 
do with the word swagger. 
ASSEMBLYMAN. -What is meant by ‘¢ railroading ”’? 
POLICEMAN.—Having something to do with a railroad, 
, I guess. 
ASSEMBLYMAN.—Did you ever know a policeman to 
take a bribe or special pay for neglecting his duty? 
POLICEMAN.—Never, 
| ASSEMBLYMAN.—What do you know? 
POLICEMAN.—Everything. 
ASSEMBLYMAN.— What don’t you know? 
POLICEMAN.—Nothing. 








Auswors for the Aurious, 


J. M. B.—Thanks. 





department of moral humor for the little ones. Send 
along your humor, Dorothy, and we will hammer the 


morality into it. 


very dainty, delicate little conceit; as is your other, ‘I 
ain’t no dude”; but what we want is something ‘more 
virile and robust. 

James Post.—What would it cost to print your book 
of comic sketches? Well, it wouldn’t cost you much, 
James; but you would need a ticket for Europe, and 
mighty quick, too, as soon as that book came out. 
Europe comes high, James, every time. 





! 
| 
| 
| 


DorotHy Drewprop.—Yes, we should like to have a | 


CLUB SNOBS. 





Thackeray, in his ‘* Book of Snobs,” devoted a great 
many pages to club snobs. He did not then know the 
Union Club of New York, or he might have written an 
additional chapter on club scapegraces. Yet the ways of 
club snobbery are queer, for while really respectable and 
clean clubs are sighing for members to complete their 
membership, hundreds of candidates are waiting for 
somebody to die or resign, that they may enjoy the privi- 
lege of entering the sacred precincts of the Union Club- 
house, entirely ignoring the disreputable, or at least ques- 
tionable character of many of the men with whom they 
will be obliged to associate. 

While it is comforting to know where to look for the 
latest thing in card eccentricities, or in bad language, or 
in ‘‘knocking out,” it is hard to understand why any 
man of real refinement should care to be associated with 
a club which is admitted to be the headquarters for these 
accomplishments. 

The snob and dude candidates are entirely abroad in 


| imagining it the correct thing to join the Union; it won't 
J. L. S.—Your rondeau, “‘I knocked him out,” is a | 


And 


raise them in the social scale ‘‘ for a cent.” ‘They would 
be much better off as members of the **Original Hounds,” 


> or “The Gentle- 


or ‘*The Young American Eagles,’ 
men’s Sons of the Seventh Ward,” or ‘* The Squareback 
Rangers.” 

Although these associations may not number among 
them many sons of Knickerbocker shop-keepers or cab- 
bage gardeners, there is less fighting on the sidewalk 


and fewer hard names called. 
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dear puck 

i thorght i woud cend you A car Toon i lik 
yor car Toons so mutch i woud lik To dror a 
car Toon my Self 

this is my car Toon jim jonson ses it is Bos 
justis is the wooman rite UpIn the ritand cornor 
she is A sayen to the Monstor monopily Stan 
back you Foul an unprinsepeld Beest i had not 
gott Room for wat she Is a Sayen it is on The 
orther cide of the Slate 

uncle sam Is sayen go itt ole gal im with you 
Evrey Time 

i men to make Publick opinion sayen How is 
that for hi to the brittesh line But i fore got an 
It is two late now the Lines tale orto hav 2 
curly ques But my pensel sliped 

the Man upin the leftand cornor is Not Gorge 
| washanton it Is The inderpendant new Party i 








FREDDY'S SLATE 





AND FREDDY’S LETTER. 


gavim a Hatchat jes for Fun i think he looks 
Bos with a hatchat i can mak a hatchat reel 
good jim jonson shode me how 

the puck is Pritty good i copped him From 
mr Kepler mr Kepler drors good i think most 
as good as jim jonson Some times 

if you lik my car Toon i hop you will printit 
in nex weaks puck i am 11 leven yeres old And 
mos threw The speller do you think thay is 
aney harm in plane marbels for Keaps som 
fellers mars ses thay is plese cend back my siate 
or i wil get in Two a orfle Hot box on munday 
shure i am two tierd to right mor now i Am 
goan out to play Fatsy with jim jonson so with 
thease few breaf lions i wil now close your re- 
specfel frend freddy 

p S dont fore Get to cen the slate bac or i 
wil cetch it worm p s i don now wether i speld 
curley Quues wright 
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No. 1X. 


AN URBAN ANTIDOTE TO IK MARVEL AND 
CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER. 


The Boarder Whom We Call Gaiters was cross the other night. 

He had been absent from our register gathering for several days pre- 
viously. He had been locked up in a jury-room with eleven other men 
whose opinions differed widely on all subjects but one. ‘That one was 
the Boarder Whom We Call Gaiters. ‘They were all sure that he was 
wrong. 
And the worst of it was that the Boarder Whom We Call Gaiters 
had to agree with them in order to get away. This humiliation galled 
him, and he interrupted my usual prelude to the ‘evening’s entertain- 
ment—a pretty little monologue of my own, I assure you—with some 
terse remarks to the effect that the jury system was a failure. ‘Played 
out” was, | think, the term he used. 

THe Dupe Boarper.--Why don’t you get yourself excused? I 
know a feller who fixes it for me every time. 

THe BoarpER WHom WE Catt Gaiters. — You do? I believe 
you. That’s your kind. You don’t know what it is to do your duty as 
a citizen. I don’t believe in shirking things, by Jove! I'll go up and 
serve my time out like a man, when I’m called; though I’m cussed— 
begging the ladies’ pardon—if I like being shut up in a room with 
eleven natural-born idiots, But I don’t shirk my duties. 

Tue REGISTER.—Well, you might as well. 

THe BoarpeR WHoM WE Catt GairTers.—That’s a nice way to 
talk, ain’t it? Where are we going to get a decent administration of 
justice, if all the respectable, sensible men refuse to serve? I'll take 
my oath I was the only man with an ounce of brains on that jury of 
mine, 

Tue REGISTER.—Well, why was that ? 

‘THE BOARDER WHOM WE Catt GaitTerRs.—Why, because all the 
respectable men had got themselves excused. 

Tue RecisTer.—And why had they got themselves excused ? 

‘THE BoaRDER WHOM WE CaLL GalTerRs.—Because they don’t 
realize the importance of the duty. 

THe ReEGIstER.—Partly, no doubt; but there is another reason. 
We have a most iniquitous and ridiculous jury law. It is the system of 
making up juries that is at fault, not the jury system in the abstract. 

‘THE DupE BuarpER.—What do you mean? It’s fair enough— 
fair as a lottery. 

THE REGISTER.—I am not speaking merely of the method employed 
to select men. The wrong is done after the selecting of the men. For 
instance, here is a respectable, busy merchant, building up a growing 
trade by assiduous labor. The State suddenly snatches him from his 
work, and says: Here, you have got to serve me as a juror for any 
period I may want. Possibly, probably, even, you will be excused after 
a week or two of service; but if you happen to get caught in an im- 
portant case, I will keep you for weeks or months; as the lawyers and I 
see fit. 

THE BOARDER WHOM WE CALL GaiTERs.—Well, how are you going 
to help that ? 

THE REGISTER.—You can’t help it entirely; but at least the State 
can see that when this does happen and a man is put to so much incon- 
venience and his business is so much endangered that he really suffers 
in her service, he shall be compensated for his suffering. The State can 
see that he is paid something more than a nominal fee. In equity, he 
is entitled to as much from the State as he could have made in his own 
business during the time he was serving Justice. It would cost a good 





deal to pay jurors on this basis; but we should get a better quality of 
juror; and perhaps lawyers and judges would be a little more economi- 
cal of the time of litigants if they knew that by unnecessarily detaining: 
jurors they might get themselves into trouble for wasting the pvblic 
moneys. 

THE DupE Boarper.—Much the lawyers would care! 

THE REGISTER.—'lhey would have to care, sooner or later. The 
people would make them care. And it is to the lawyers that we owe 
our bad jury laws and our bad juries. If the lawyers could be made to 
understand that a juryman’s time is worth something, we should have 
jurors who would be worth something. 

THE BoaRDER WHOM WE Ca.L Gaiters. — Well, how do you 
want it fixed ? 

THE REGISTER.—I want it “fixed,’? as you phrase it, so that the 
convenience of the citizen is consulted. He should be assured that if 
his term of service extends beyond a certain number of days, he will be 
well recompensed for his trouble. He should be consulted as to the 
period most convenient for him to serve—I mean, roughly, the month 
of the year out of which he can best spare two weeks. Under those 
circumstances, he is not likely to put himself to much trouble to get off 
his jury duty. 

THE LanpLapy.— Well, I thank Heaven I’m a woman, and don’t 
have to serve on any juries. 

And then we talked on subjects more interesting to ladies. 








AN ELEGY. 





The Assyrian pup, with jaws agape, doth wait 
His daily dole of melody to munch; 

The Lenten poet, comes he soon or late, 
But adds his fragment to the monster’s lunch, 


This dog, on doggerel so richly fed, 
Hath ‘et’? so much his health has sadly failed. 
Puck deep would mourn his faithful servant dead; 
But yet his rations have not been curtailed, 


Let not the spring-time rhymster feel elate 
O’er pup’s departure to the happy land; 
His brother, notwithstanding his sad fate, 
The business would conduct at the old stand. 








A BUSINESS SERENADE. 


“Come to your window, love, 

The stars are bright above 
In the sky, 

And I’mstanding here, alas, 

In the wet and tangled grass, 

And I sigh 

Se-) To have you at the window 

S~© there display your seal- 

brown eye. 






O damosel divine, 

Just say you will be mine, 
And I ’m free 

To state, my little pet, 

For your ladyship I ’ll get, 
And for me, 

A little Queen Anne cottage 

painted red beside the sea. 


Serenades I know, my sweet, 

Of the glow-worm e’er should treat, 
And the rose 

That dreams upon its stalk 

In the fragrant garden-walk; 
But the doze 
Of the rose, 
And the glow-worm’s tender glows, 
And the stars 
And guitars 

Ain’t a patch to talking biz in ’84, your sweetness knows. 


Then he talked about his sheks, 
And tell you what I’m worth— Which he had in shining pecks, 
Worth in cash— So he said; 
If you ll crook your shell-like ear, And the maiden gently gushed, 
That the tidings you may hear.” And coyly, softly blushed, 
Like a flash Stuck her head 
He heard the curtain rustle and Out a yard, and said she ’d have 
the raising of the sash. him—after Easter they ’ll be wed. 


So I ’ll sing to you with mirth, 
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PUCK. 





WE HATE TO EXPOSE THIS THING, BUT WE MUST. 




















A TALE OF A DARK AND 


Coke Escheat, Esq., was the only lawyer in 
New Lampsacus, and one too many at that. 
He occupied a seven-by-nine office, containing 
one table, two chairs and a gum-timber book- 
case. ‘lwo volumes of reports, a Blackstone and 
the “ Revised Statutes” made up his library. 
He had once possessed many more books than 
these; but the three balls waved over them now, 
and his landlord had the proceeds. ‘The only 
pleas he made were for extension of time on 
his board bill; the only summonses he was con- 
nected with were for the payment of said bill; 
the only court he was likely to figure in was 
that for insolvent debtors. In short, he was 
even worse off than Othello, for his occupation 
was not merely gone—it had never come. 

This misery was caused by the extraordinary 
good feeling that prevailed among the inhabit- 
ants of New Lampsacus. They never quarreled, 
never traduced one another, never attempted 
to cheat, defraud nor take unfair advantages in 
business. Nobody got drunk and broke win- 
dows, nobody got angry and broke heads, no- 
body got wicked and broke the Commandments. 
But this abstinence from breaking broke Coke 
Escheat—dead. 

There was another man in town whose motto 
was “Evil, be thou my good,” and to-whom, 
consequently, good was his evil. This was Blis- 
ter Bolus, M. D., quite as unnecessary, super- 
fluous and entirely-to-be-dispensed-with as the 
lawyer. 





He also had a seven-by-nine office, | 


with one table, one chair and a shelf covered | 


with bottles full of drugs old enough to have 
drawn pensions as survivors of the war of 1812. 
The dust was two inches deep on the instru- 
ment-case, and the slate at the door was as 
blank as a lottery-ticket. 
the corner, of course. It had once stood be- 
side the looking-glass; but the Doctor was so 
thin from scanty and insufficient nourishment 
that, while bathing one day, he found he could 
not tell the skeleton from his own reflection, 








A skeleton hung in | 


— 


THREE OF A KIND. 


and hastily removed it for fear of mistakes. He 
was about ready to pawn this skeleton, for he 
really didn’t need it. His own was just as good 
for anatomical studies. 

The Doctor was just as much injured by the 
provoking fine health of the towns-people as the 
lawyer was by their exasperating morality. New 
Lampsacus might have been called a hygienic 
Paradise. Persons living there could and did 
eat green apples without having cholera, and 
devour immense quantities of strawberry short- 
cake and mince-pie (each in its season) with no 
subsequent pangs of indigestion. Pleuro-pneu- 
monia used to ravage the surrounding towns 
without a cough being heard in this favored 
spot. When in all other places a hot summer 
would bring down half the population with fe- 
ver and ague, not a single New Lampsatian 
either burned or shivered. ‘There was no sale 
for patent medicines, and not a man in town 
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DESPERATE COMBINATION. 


Doctor retained the other lawyer. All the citi- 
zens who heard the alleged defamatory remarks 
were subpoenaed as witnesses, and a whole regi- 
ment of other citizens were dragged into court 
to prove the unspotted integrity and honorable- 
to-a-fault-ness of the unjustly maligned plaintiff. 
The trial was a long and savage one, and the 
case was finally settled by compromise-—each 
party to pay its own costs. ‘The two lawyers 


_ didn’t seem to care for the money they received, 


ever certified to the miraculous powers of any- | 
body’s nostrum in slamming the gates of death | 
in his face just as he was going through them. | 
Of course people died; but they were so quick | 


about it that before they were sick enough to 


call a physician they were too dead to need | 
one. A man in New Lampsacus either lived or | 


died—he never lingered about indecisively be- 
tween the two. 

It is evident-that something had to be done. 
And something was done. One day Messrs. 


Escheat and Bolus had a long conversation. | 
/ success, and Bolus doctored him several weeks, 


Then they called on a Sawyer in a neighboring 
town. ‘Then all three went to a pawn-shop. 
Escheat put up his books, the Doctor spouted 
the skeleton, and the other lawyer hypothecated 
an Attleboro ring and a Waterbury watch. 
The next day the Doctor, while in a grocery- 
store, before a crowd of citizens, broke out into 
abuse of Coke Escheat, Esq., as being a vile, 
low pettifogger and an aggregation of conglom- 
erated iniquities. 
tered suit for defamation of character. 


although to them it was a latter-day miracle to 
receive any. ‘This strange conduct passed un- 
noticed. But trouble began. 

The principal witness for defendant had been 
so worried and badgered by Escheat that his 
bile got into his blood and he came down with 
jaundice. The Doctor got thirty dollars for 
attending him, but had only ten in his posses- 
sion soon after being paid. At the same time 
Escheat and the other lawyer presented their 
respective landlords with two fives each. 

Then this same principal witness vowed ven- 
geance against a witness on the other side, 
whom he accused of insinuating that he (the 
P. W.) had committed flat perjury. So at it 
they went like a pair of madmen, and, with the 
assistance of our two legal friends, fought the 
case through three courts, making no end of 
costs and piling up fees like mountains. The 


| P. W. was defeated, couldn’t pay and failed— 


Coke Escheat assignee. The other man had a 
stroke of apoplexy, brought on by joy at his 


running up a tremendous bill. ‘The man ulti- 
mately lost his mind, and a suit was begun by 
his next heir on a writ of de /unatico— Escheat 
and the other lawyer counsel. 
Seven other persons were mixed up in this 
suit, which lasted five years, and ruined every- 
body connected with it except the lawyers, 
The Doctor made a good thing out of it by his 


In a few hours Escheat en- | frequent appearance as an expert witness. One 
The | of the parties died of anxiety (after a long 
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sickness), and Escheat was appoint- 
ed administrator, with a big per- 
centage. 

Escheat’s first official act was to 
allow and pay the full bill of Doc- 
tor Bolus for medical attendance, 
and his second to do the same for 
the other lawyer’s claim for profes- 
sional services. ‘Then he brought 
eleven suits against as many differ- 
ent persons for moneys alleged to 
be due the estate, and, although de- | 
feated in all, (the other lawyer was | 
opposed to him,) he seemed to take | 
it very easily. The estate was en- 
tirely dissipated by these proceed- 
ings, and, in consequence, a young | 
man engaged to deceased’s daughter 
broke off his engagement and began 
paying attentions to a more solvent 
damsel. He was sued for breach-of- 
promise, mulcted several thousand 
dollars, horse-whipped the young 
girl’s brother, who bit off his nose, 
(wound dressed by the Doctor). He 
prosecuted the brother for mayhem; 
the brother instituted a counter- 
prosecution for deadly assault, (Doc- 
tor called as expert in both cases), 
and three slander suits grew out of 
this matter. 

The young man’s father was first 
selectman of New Lampsacus, and 
his troubles caused him to neglect 
his duties. Several people got hurt | 
on defective side-walks, (they re- 
quired much medical aid,) and each 
sued the town for damages. The 
girl’s brother was town treasurer, 
and, his mind not being on his busi- 
ness, he came out short in his cash, 











HIS SUMMER SCHEME. 





eer ee 
~~ « 


‘‘ Sho, Pete! thwop dat ulthtah fo’ a ’I.athka di’mon’ pin, w’en you ain't 
got no othah coat? © Ain’t you got no more thenth ’n that, Pete Jef ’thon?” 

«‘Don’ you go f? ter make no mistake, Geo’ge Lovejoy! 
horse-shoe shut ’n’ a jockey-cap? 
Dwyer’s stables. 


Ever see a jockey wiv a coat on? G’wayf’me!” 
J y y 





Ain’t I got a 
Folks ’ll take me fo’ a gen’l’man outer 


HE hung his hat on the floor and 
attempted to go to bed with the 
boot-jack, remarking: 

“‘Booze-back ole fr’en’ fam’ly. 
Good old Booze-back.” 

“You are intoxicated!’ indig- 
nantly exclaimed his disgusted wife. 

“?Toxified? ’Sno such thing, 
Don’t drink m’self. Whoop! Horse 
on you! Yawhoop! Once again 
fur the beer!” 

“Ugh, you brute! If you are not 
intoxicated, what ails you, sir?” 

“?Snew disease of nervous—sis 
—sis—sister—system. ’Squite com- 
mon for medical students to ’spe- 
rience syms—symps—symptoms of 
disease they’re studying. Been call- 
ed to see a man wiz tremens, Sad 
case. Tha’s all. Never drank drop 
in my life. Whoop!”— Pittsburgh 
Chronicle- Telegraph. 

THERE are two or three “great 
New York dailies’ that regularly 
every Monday morning make a 
‘lengthy’ analysis of their advertising 
for the day before and comparisons 
with their neighbors. On ‘Tuesday 
they quarrel over the “ ojusness” of 
these comparisons. ‘The other days 
in the week are devoted to illustra- 
tions of their enterprise. That is 
metropolitan journalism. — Boston 
Post. 

A MANUFACTURER of white wine 
vinegar claims that his compound 
is so much better than the old-fash- 
ioned cider concoction that he has 
adopted the sign of “ Who will care 
for mother now ???—Boston Courier. 
A BROOKLYN woman said to her 








couldn’t immediately explain the 
mistakes, was hauled up for em- 
bezzlement, and came near going to State’s 
Prison. 

By this time the whole town was involved in 
law-suits, and Coke Escheat and his legal friend 
were worked almost to death. Between court 
practice, giving advice and looking out for their 
insolvency and probate business, they were “on 
the jump” from morning till night. The pro- 
bate business was especially brisk, for the death- 
rate had marvelously increased of late. A 
party to one of the cases on trial became so 
careless of his household arrangements that he 
allowed his drains to become foul, and typhoid 
fever broke out in his family and soon spread 
over the town 

Anxiety destroyed almost everybody’s diges- 
tion, and nine men out of ten had dyspepsia, 
while nervous diseases became well-nigh epi- 
demic. A tramp who had been produced as a 
witness in court introduced small-pox, and every 
man, woman and child rushed to the Doctor’s 
for vaccination, besides which he was appointed 
superintendent of the pest-house. He lost a 
good many patients, but bore up well under the 
affliction, because he and the two lawyers were 
silent partners in a coffin warehouse recently 
established. He also added a large dispensa- 
tory to his office, where several clerks worked 
themselves black in the face filling prescrip- 
tions, and he invented a universal panacea that 
had a large sale. 

Our friends were now in clover, and, when 
their multiplied business permitted, spent money 
freely and enjoyed life. ‘They had the finest 
houses, horses, carriages and miscellaneous lux- 
uries in town. Indeed, nobody else had any at 
all—many didn’t even have necessaries. ‘I'he 
continued effect of lawyers’ costs and doctors’ 
bills was to impoverish the population, and a 
shower of mortgage deeds fell upon the town— 

** As a feather is wafted downward 
From an eagle in his flight.” 


As no one except our three heros had money | 


to lend, they soon had all the real estate and a 
large part of the personal property paying them 
from eight to twelve per cent a year. They 
are regarded as ornaments to New Lampsacus, 
and are mightily looked up to and honored by 
the towns-people. ‘The inhabitants point them 
out to strangers as “Solid men, sir. Enterpris- 
ing capitalists. Life of the place, sir!” 

There is hope, however, for New Lampsacus. 
The two lawyers had a quarrel the other day, 





and threatened each other with legal proceed- 
ings. The Doctor has been caught taking some 
of his own medicine. Yes, there 7 hope for 
New Lampsacus, 

MANLEy H. PIKE. 








OF spring I sing, 

Melliferous thing. 
Billy-goat cans have now thawed out, 
And dandelion flowers begin to sprout; 
The speckled hen commences to lay, 
And the school-boy truant now doth play; 
The buds of trees begin to ope’, 





And country house-wives “bile down” soap; 
The modest agent starts in anew, 
And the poet of rhymes grinds off a few; 
Like the asparagus of the market vender, 
The love of lovers is now more tender; 
But, crowning joy of bright spring day, 
Our mothers-in-law all come to stay. 

—N. F. Journal. 


AFTER investigating the matter, it is discov- 
ered that the criticisms against President Arthur 
for giving dinners during Lent come from those 

_ who were not invited to attend.—-Pick’s Sun. 

“Five thousand molecules can sit comfort- 

_ ably on the point of a pin.” Herein the mole- 
cule differs materially from man.—Norris/own 


Herald. 


|  servant-girl, a fresh arrival on the 
latest boat from Cork: 

“ Bridget, go out and see if Mr. Block, the 

| butcher on the corner, has pigs’ feet.’ 

The dutiful servant went out and returned. 

«Well, what did he say ?”’ asked the mistress. 

“ Sure, he said nuthin’, mum.” 

“ Has he got pigs’ feet ?” 

“ Faith, I couldn’t see, mum— he has his boots 





on.’—Mw Fork Commercial Advertiser. 


“Li take yez all in if yez don’t shtop that 
howlin’ an’ pushin’,” said a policeman to a 
tumultuous group of hangers-on at the back 
entrance of a theatre: “ Phwat air yez doin’, 
inyhow ?” 

“‘ We’re rehearsing,” explained the spokesman 
of the company. 

“Rayhersin’ for phwat ?” 

“The new star begins her engagement next 
Monday, and the manager has hired us to play 
the excited multitude storming the ticket- 
office.” Brooklyn Eagle. 

Aw American actress who arrived in London 
a week ago is evidently a failure there. Any- 
how, her autograph and portrait have not yet 
appeared in the advertisement of a new brand 
of soap.—Norristown Herald, 





—If smokers were more choice, and took care to leave 
behind them only the exquisite perfumes of such tobacco 
as Blackwell’s Durham Long Cut, there would be no ob- 
jection to smoking. Even non-smoking men would take 
to regaling themselves by proxy, and ladies would grow 
tolerant and appreciative. 





Lundboreg’s Perfume, Fdenia. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Lily of the Valley. 








Blair’s Pille—Great English Gout and Rheuinatic Remedy. 
Oval Box, $1; Round, 50 Cents. At all Druggists. 


SPECIAL NOTICE. 
Numbers 6, 9, 10, 16, 25, 26, 33, 38, 45, 46, 50, 53, 
54, 56, 60, 62, 77, 79, 84, 85, 87, 88, 108, 109 and 122 
of English Puck will be bought at this office at 10 cents 








per copy. 































































































THE CENUINE 


BROWN’S GINGER 
(S A VALUABLE REMEDY FOR 

CRAMPS AND COLICS, 
STOMACH-ACHE, 
SUDDEN CHILLS, 
INDIGESTION, 
FLATULENCE, 
SLEEPLESSNESS, 


And for external use instead of 
a Mustard Plaster, applied on 
flannel and covered with Oil Silk, 
will not blister and will do good. 


FOR ALL SEASONS. TRY IT. 


FREDERICK BROWN, 


PHILADELPHIA. 





Druggists and Grocers, when or- 
dering Supplies from Jobbers, 


should STATE PLAINLY 
Fred’k Brown’s Ginger,Phil’a. 





Pachimann & Moelich, 


868 Canal St., N. ¥., 
Offer Special Inducements for Cash 
Purchasers of 
Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Silverware, Clocks, Spectacles, 
Opera Glasses, etc., etc. 


Established 1838. Price-list Free. 
Repairing a Specialty. 













riSrCo. New York 
a a ee 


A Complete Writing Machine, with interchangeable type. Price $40 
In Walnut Case, with handle, weighs 8 lbs. Send for Circular, 853 Broad- 
way. Mention Puck. 


Send six cents tor postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will 
help all, of either sex, to more money 

ge right away than anything else in this 
world. Fortunes await the workers ab- 


solutely sure, Atonce address Trux & Co., Augusta, Maine. 
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MEETS HIS MATCH. 


“T want my head shampooed,” said the lady 
patron: “and Annie’s hair must be cut; but I 
should die if a man came in. Now, if you can 
lock the door and put somebody outside to say 
that you are engaged, we will get ready.” 

The barber reassured them and began at 
once to “shingle”? Annie. A woman stood on 
each side of him, and from the number of 
questions asked it would not have been surpris- 
ing had he taken off one of Annie’s ears in the 
operation, 

“‘ Now, do be careful and cut it even. Don’t 
you think you are cutting off too much from 
this side? ‘Try and leave enough to bang, if 
you can. Hasn’t the child fine hair? What 
do you do with the hair you cut?” were but a 
few of the interrogations with which he was 
plied. 

When the childs’s hair was satisfactorily ar- 
ranged, the younger of the women sprang into 
the seat, piled her arctics up on the highest 
rest, and prepared to be washed. The razor- 
wielder had some difficulty in taking down the 
Langtry knot, but succeeded after dropping 
most of the hair-pins on the floor, She had 
brought her own comb, brush, towel, sponge 
and soap, although she had no objection to the 
colognes and toilet waters on the stand, which 
she helped herself to. 

“T have heard that you barbers clean the 
head beautifully, but the scalp is perfectly aw- 
ful two days later. Now, I don’t want any such 
work, so look to your laurels.” 

When the hair was washed and dried as well 
as towel, bay-rum and a big strong pair of hands 
could dry it, she called for a fan, which, of 
course, was not to be found. 

“Tf I had thought to bring one! Well, no 
matter, here’s a paper,” and the morning sheet 
was creased into a fan and handed to the aston- 
ished tonsorial artist with which to “dry fan” 
her hair. While this operation was in progress 
the man of the razor was asked how much money 
his business yielded, the “ price of such a jolly 
big chair,” what men talked about when they 
were getting shaved, what the strop was good 
for, and who got the green tickets.—TZroy Tele- 
gram, 





If your complaint is want of oe try half a wine-glass of 
Angostura Bitters half an hour before dinner. Beware of 
counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the genuine article, 
manufactured by Dr. J. G B. Siegert & Sons. 





StraicguT Mesu 
CIGARETTES 


Cloth of Gold 


13 First Prize Medals. By W. 8S. Kimball & Co. 





GRAND SPRING OPENING 


ARNHEIM'S 


Stylish Suits, to Order, $16 and $20. 
Stylish Trousers, to Order, $4, $5 and $6. 
Spring Overcoats, Satin or Silk Lined, to 
Order, $18. 


ARNHEIM’S MAMMOTH TAILORING ESTABLISHMENT, 
190, 192 & 194 Bowery, cor. Spring St. 


aa Samples and rules for self-measurement sent on application. 


A. WEIDMANN & CO., 


SOS BROADWAY, 


Cor. Duane Street, NEW YORK. 
Importers and Manufacturers of 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 


Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and other 
Material for Costumes, etc. 


50 Double Satin Enameled Chromo Cards, latest 








styles, namein gold & jet, 10c., 6 pks. & an Elegant 
Solid Ring 50c. 18 pks. & Ring, $1.00, Agents’ 
bum of Samples 25c. GEO. W. ADAMS, West Haven, Ct. 








ae PIANOS ae 
Square Upright 
Received First Prize Centennial Exhibition, Philadel- 
phia, 1876, 
Received First Prize at Exhibition, Montreal, Canada, 
1881 and 1882. 
The great success and popularity of the SOHMER Piano 
among the musical public is the best proof of its excellence. 


SOHMER & CO., 
Nos. [49 to (55 East 14th Street, New York. 


ITE st 


NEUTRO-*PILLeNE, ov/y hair solvent known. 
Permanently dissolves superfluous hair,rvot & branch 
in five minutes, without puin, discoloration or injury, 
Queen of the Toilet. A harmless, natural beau. 





titier. Produces a beautiful white tran~parent 
complexion. Send two stamps Soe particulars, 
UNIVERSITY CHEMICAL PREPARATION 


WORES, 249 South Sixth Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 


How to Make It; how to obtain 
the silk for it. We send Ten samples 
of elegant silk, all different and cut so 
as to make one 10-inch block of Crazy 
Patchwork, for 25 cts.; 12-inch block, 
35 cts.; with diagram showing how it 
is gt together. 

e send 20 perforated patterns, 
of birds, butterflies, 
bugs, beetles, bees, spiders and webs, 
reptiles, Greenaway figures, etc., etc., and 10 sprays 
of flowers of various kinds, all for 60 cts., with powder 
and distributing pad for transferring, to ornament the 
silk. These patterns can be tzstantly transferred to any 
niaterial, and can be used a hundred times over, 

Our book, ‘How to Make Home Beautiful,” 
has instructions for making a variety of patchwork, 
with diagrams and illustrations of many fancy stitches 
for joining and ornamenting the silk. Iso, has illus- 
trations of all the Kensington and Arasene stitches 
with instructions for doing this kind of embroidery and 
for making many beautiful and useful articles. It also 
contains a descriptive and illustrated list of nearly 1.000 
patterns for various kinds of embroidery. | Price, 15 cts, 
All the above, with ten varieties of silk for 10-inch biock, 
#0 cents: with silk for 12-inch block, $1.00, with silk for 
both biocks $1.25. all post-paid. Silks in $1., $2. and $5, 
packages. J.L. PATTEN, 47 Barclay St. New York. 





CRAZY 
PATCH 
WORK 


working size, 
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PARIS NOVELTIES IN 
SILKS FOR SPRINC. 


We are now offering our Spring and 
Summer Importation of the latest Paris 
Novelties, in Silk and Velvet Brocades, 
Damassé, Taffetas Glacé, Striped and 
Checked, Plain and Printed India Pongees, 
Paris Foulards, Louisines, Failles Fran- 
eais, White and Colored Canton and Jap- 
anese Crépes; also Black and Colored 
Silk Jersey Cloth, etc., etc. 


Broadway A 1 9th ot. 


NEW YORK. 





Golden Beauties, &c. Cards with name, 10 cents. Present 
5 with each pack, TUTTLE BROS., North Haven, Ct. 





GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878, 
BAKER’S 


Breakfast Cocos. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sygar, 
and is therefore far more ecoaomi- 
cal. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, casily digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids as 
well as for persons in health, 


Sold by Grocers everywhere. 
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_BAUS PIANOS 


reasons in use at the Grand Conservatory of Music. EASY. 
arerooms: 26 W. 23rd St.. N. 4 


COLUMBIA BICYCLE 
FOR, ROAD USE 

THE POPE Mie CO. 

' 597 WASHN ST., BOSTON.MASS. 

BRANCH HOUSE, 12 Warren St., NEW YORE. 





KD 
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- GIANT PRINTING, Mig $1; outfit $1; 

Self-Inker, $250, with a script ty i 

out 34. Sample a. and catelogwa 6 cts. 
VANS, 50 N. Ninth St., Philada., 


“SCRAP BOOK 


Size 8'x10%. By mail on receipt of 10c. 


East Side Agency for E. 0. Burt’s Fine Shoes, 
281 Crand St., New York. 








Leatherette Bound © 
Illustrated Cover. ; 








Mention Puck. 








SPRING STYLES NOW READY. 


MANY NOVELTIES IN 
IMPORTED AND DOMESTIC WOOLENS. 


NICOLL, “the Tailor” 


620 BROADWAY 620 
139—151 BOWERY, N. Y. 


Samples and Self-Measurement Chart 
Mailed on Application. 


BRANCHES EVERY WHERE. 





PEARLS IN THE MOUTH. 





Beauty and Fragrance 


Are Communicated to the Mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy, and the 
breath sweet. By those who have used it, it is regarded as an in- 
dispensable adjunct of the toilet. It thoroughly removes tartar 


from the teeth, without injuring the enamel. 


SOLD BY DRUGGISTS. 


40 Lovely Chromo Cards, name in script 10c.; 141 pks. with 





elegant Band Ring $1. "Agt’ s book and Iil’d Premium List 


25c. FRANKLIN PRINTING CO., New Haven, Ct. 
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THE BEWITCHING BANG. 


The fiat has at last gone forth— 
“ Away with the she-bang!”’ 

And all the girls, both South and North, 
Are filled with many a pang. 


Oh, sharper than a serpent’s tooth, 
And deadlier than its fang, 

Are laws, opposed to love and truth, 
Which ostracize the bang! 

How oft have poets warbled sweet 
And serenaders sang, 

In winter’s cold and summer’s heat, 
Of the bewitching bang! 

When gentle maidens sought repose, 
The light guitar would twang, 

And soft upon the air arose 
The music of the bang. 

Oh, shame on that iconoclast 
Who, with his harsh harangue, 

Doth seek to sweep into the past 
The beauty of the bang! 

Let maids and matrons all unite 
While still their frizzes hang, 

And wave aloft both day and night 
The banner of the bang. 

Let not command of priest or pope, 
Or any clanking clang, 

Compel them to grow sad and mope, 
Or “shoot”? the booming bang. 

—T. B. Chrystal, in N. ¥. Journal, 


“HELLO! Where are you going? Don’t go 
up there; it’s dangerous.” 

“*What’s the matter ?”’ 

“They’re going to explode a blast up there 
in a few minutes,” 

“ Well, there ain’t any danger, I guess,”’ 

“ Yes, there is.’’ 

“Oh, no; I guess not. I see a policeman up 
there, and if there was any danger, he wouldn’t 
be there.””—Somervitle Jvurnal, 


AMERICA should welcome Barnum’s white 
elephant with open arms. We can’t embrace 
it, except by installments, but we can speak well 
of it, and take the children to see it and feed it 
peanuts. It is an admirable foreign visitor. 
{t can neither lecture to us nor write a book 
about us.—Aiddletown Transcript. 





Men of all ages, who suffer from Low Spirits, 
Nervous Debility and premature Decay, may have 
life, health and vigor renewed by the use of the 
Marston Bolus treatment WITHOUT STOMACH 
MEDICATION. Consultation free. Send for de- 
scriptive treatise. MARSTON REMEDY CoO., 46 
W. 14th Street, New York. 











. @ WANTED and 
809 S FOR SALE. GALS : ai 4 
FILBERT +4 v NDER ELECTRICAL,dc ) FREE. 
Street. ACH ORGANINA CO., Philadelphia, Pa@ 
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or the 


THE MOST POPULAR IN USE. 
p F N er Nos.: 048, 14, 130, 333, 161. 
For Sate BY ALL Sage 
ESTERBROOK STEEL P 
Works, Camden, N.J. 26 John gh Now? York 
isease; by 


CONSUMI I ION its use thousands 


s of the worst kind and of long standing have been cured eed 
ph is my faith in itsefficacy,thatI{ willsend TWO Bi OTTLESF REE 
poderton J with a VALUABLE TREATISE on this disease, to any sufferer. 
Give Express and P. O. address DR. T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Pearl St., N. Y. 


ea SDUEBER), (6 0 .\9 


ALL-NIGHT INHALATION! 
4 Positive Revolution in the Treatment of Diseases of the Respiratory Organs. 


THE PILLOW-INHALER! 

This wonderful appliance is cur- 
ing “hopeless cases ’’ of CATARRH 
and ConsumpTIVE diseases. It ap- 
plies Medicated and Curative Air 
to the mucous lining of the Nose, 
Throat and Lungs ALL NIGHT, 
whilst sleeping as usual. Perfectly 
comfortable, safe and pleasant. J 
is a radical and permanent cure 

‘or Catarrh, Bronchitis, Asthma. 
and Consumption. 
cotiwecrmals sent free. 


HE PubhOWsING Run ABER Sos, Pa. 


‘lease mention Puck when writing. 


Thavea 
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above 












(Being CURED by) 
F-xplanatory Cerculan ed Book 4 


Address 




















(uticura 
POSITIVE CURE 







i: for every form of 
a SKIN & BLOOD 
DISEASE, 
PIMPLES to SCROFULA 


ee. Scaly, Pimply, Scrofulous, Inherited, Contagious, 
and Copper Colored Diseases of the blood, Skin and Scalp, 
with ioss of hair, are positively cured by the Curicura ReMEptEs. 

Cuticura RESOLVENT, the new blood purifier, cleanses the blood 
and perspiration of impurities and poisonous elements, and re- 
moves the cause. 

Curicura, the great Ski1 Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clea s the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. 

CuticuraA Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Requi- 
site, prepared from CuTicurA, is indispensable in treating Skin 
Diseases, Baby Hu nors, Skin Blemishes, Chapped and Oily Skin. 

CuticuraA Remeptes are abso'utely pure and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 cents; 
Resolvent, $1. Prepared by PotreR Druc ANv CHeMIcAL Co., 
Loston, Mass. 

&@~ Send for ‘* How to Cure Skin Diseases.’”’ 





1840, 1884. 


SHAVING 


HAS NEVER BEEN EQUALLED. 











fo. GENUINE 
YANKEE SOAP 


Manufactured at 


MANCHESTER, CONN, 
WILLIAMS & RROTHERS) 


|| ttn AND APOTHECARIES. 
To preven ther will be upon 
each cake, 
























For 20 years has been stand- 


"AABN ‘§ “1 UT Agt[ Nb 403 prs 


(Copy of Label.) 
ALL DRUGGISTS KEEP IT. 
TRIAL SAMPLE FOR 12 CENTS, 
Jd. B. WILLIAMS & CO., Glastonbury, Ct. 





of_™M 


X VAC 


ea 


\ — RE SUPERIOR TO ALL OTHERS 
: ral Ceo.B.CLuett,Bro.&Co 








FR AWSON'S (cc... S. ARMY 


SUSPENSORY BANDAGES. 
A Perfect Fit Guaranteed. Support, Relief, Comfort. 


Automatically Adjustable. Displacement Imnossible. 
Theindividual wearin: it will not be conscions of its presence. 
Lecture ou Nervous Tension and Circular mailed fiee. 


Sold by Drnggists. (PER Bandage\ S, E, G. RAWSON, Patentee 
Sent by mail sate) y. ( Guaranteed, ) Saratoga Springs, N., _ 


THE ANTI-STYLOGRAPH 


(HEARSON’S PATENT, U.S.A. JAN. 10, 1882.) 


A 
pile ty ert 
yreans tfafenwilh wilh ordinary 















rENS TO REFILL, 
(Fine, Medium, or Broad Poiuts), 
i0e. PER BOX, 














MAY THE 
ORDINARY 
IN THE POCKET CHARACTERISTICS 
WITHOUT OF THE 
LEAKING HAND-WRITING 
ANDIS ARE 
READY FOR ENTIRELY 
IMMEDIATE USE _PRESERVED 
$1.00 $1.50 
POCKET c.c- DESK SIZE F 
REQUIRES NO PEN RENEWABLE 
ADJUSTMENT z pv) ATPLEASUPE 
FITTED WITH A NON-CORRODIBLE PEN. 
Simple “n construction and not liahle to qet out of order 
POCKET SjZE FITTED WITII DESK S:ZE 
$9 5 PALLADIUM PEN , $3, 00 
(IRIDIUM-POINTED) 
| Flezible as owe durable 
as Gold. 
SOLD STATIONERS. 


+ 


BY ALL 
THOS. DE LA RUE & CO. 
MANUFACTURERS AND SOLE LICENSEES, 


LONDON, PARIS, AND NEW YORK. 
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WON ALL RACEg 


iN'83. 











“Why, mamma, where did you buy that lovely Parasol? Itis 
too pretty for anything.” 

““ Where else, my dear, than at Koch & Sons whose assort- 
ment of Parasols and Sun Umbrellas is the handsomest 
and cheapest lever saw. You know we buy all our Dresses and 
Dry-Goods there, and your father says that the saving on our 
Bills last year, compared with former ‘ years, when we did not 
buy at Koch’s, is enough to pay for our trip out West this sea- 
son.’ 

Yes, madam, we agree with you. You could not find a better 
house to deal with in New York. 

Our immense stock of New Spring Goods is unsurpassed, and 
our prices are as usual lower than those of any 
other house. 

We make a Ity of Parasols and Sun Umbrellas 
for Ladies and Children, and will offer this week: 

3,500 22-inch heavy Satin Coaching Parasols, Paragon 

Frame, at $r. i793 elsewhere, $2.50. 

2,300 22-inch all Silk, plain and + a Coaching Para- 
sols, Paragon Frame, Silk lace, at $2.98; elsewhere, $4.00. 

All orders by mail promptly filled. 


H.C. F. KOCH & SON, 


6th Ave. & 20th St., N. ¥. 


DYKE’S BEARD ELIXIR 
Forese lururi ustache, Whis- 








he work. nee 
Sage 00. rice per eaeae with direct: postpaia 25 cents, » for 
@s., stamps or carer. L. A. L. SMITH ro C0... jy Palatine, LiL, 
then have them return again, I 


| CURE Fl ’ ——. ey I nave made 
G SIC. 


6 disease of FITS, EPILEPSY or SS a life-long 
py I warrant my remedy tocure ay acy cases. Because others 
have failed is no reason for not now receiving a cure. Send at once 
for a treatise and a Free Bottle of my infallible remedy. Give Express 
and Post Office. It costs you nothing for a trial, and I will-cure you 
Addres: Dr. H. G. ROOT, 183 Pearl Street, New York. 





When I say cure, I do not mear 
merely to stop them for atime and 





WITH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


You Can Buy A Wuore Huncarian 


COVERNMENT BOND, 


Which bonds are issued and secured by the Government, and are 
redeemed EE TIMES until each 
and every bond is 1ed:emed with a larger or smaller premium. 
Every bond must be redeemed with a Premium, as there are No 
BLANKS. The larger Premiums drawn at th: sewedemptions are 


1 Premium of 150,000 Florins. 


1 Premium of 120,000 Florins; 1 Premium of 100,000 Fiorins; 1 
Premium of 15,000 Florins; 1 Premium of 12,00 florins; 1 Pre- 
mium of 10,000 Florins; 3 Premiums of 5,000 fl.~ .15,000 Florins; 
12 Premiums of 1,000 fl.—12,c00 Florins; 54 Premiums of 500 fl.— 
27,000 Florins. ‘And bonds not drawing one of the above Pre- 
miums must be redeemed with a Premium of not less than 144 
Florins., ‘The next redemption takes place on the 


{5th of April, 1884, 


And every bond bought of us on or before the 15th of April, is 
entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on 
that date. Out-of-town orders, sent in REGISTERED LETTERS and 
inclosing $5, will secure one of these bonds for the next redemp- 
tion. For orders, circulars, or any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


160 Fulton Street, cor. Broadway, New York City, 
(Established in 1874.] 
N. B.—In writing please state that you saw this in English Puck. 


Bae The above Government Bonds are not to be compared with 
any lottery whatsoever, and do not conflict with any of the laws 
of the United States. 










This elegant aolid pan ring, made of 
Heavy 18 K. Rolled Gold, packed in 
Velvet Casket, warranted & years, 
Bards, “Tent 8 for $1.25. BO 

arde, “Beauties,” all Gold, Sil- 


von, Bae fies -) ie Baia with — on, 10c., 11 
packs ™ 1s Go Free. 
U. 8. CARD CO ROOK, CONN 





De soberest man in de worl’ is de feller whut 
hab jest got ober a spree, an’ he knows dat de 
advice whut he gibs yer is good, ’case-he didn’t 
follow it hisse’f.—Dar ain’ no sartin cure fur a 
lazy man. Yer ken sorter livened him up er 
little, but de fust thing yer knows he’s dun 
drapped back. De lazy hoss ain’ gwine ter trot 
lessen yer whup him half de time.—I’se knowed 
men ter drap de hoe an’ pray fur rain, expectin’ 
de Lawd ter take mo’ intrust in de crap den da 
did. Watch one o’ dese yere men whut allus 
wants ter pray, an’ ef he doan’ war out his 
britches settin’ roun’, den Ill be willin’ ter 
*knowledge myse’f de biggis’ liar in de cur- 
munity.—De man whut tries ter do right jest 
becase he is erfeerd o’ de debil, may airter 
awhile think dat de debil ain’ in no great hurry 
ter punish him, an’ den do wrong. I ain’ got 
no respeck fur forced ’ligion. De fruit whut 
am raised in a hot-house ain’ nigh sc sweet as 
de fruit whut yer gits outer de orchard.—Ar- 
kansaw Traveler, 


“You were in the late war, were you not, 
Doctor ?”’ was a question put to a quack phy- 
sician, 

“Oh, yes,” he replied, straightening himself 
up: “and I was accounted a very brave soldier, 
if I do say it myself.” 

“Yes,” the questioner went on: “your ex- 
perience in your profession, I imagine, would 
necessarily make you indifferent to personal 
danger.” 

‘“Why so?” asked the quack. 

“ Because you are so accustomed to facing 
death.” — Philadelphia Call. 


BEACONSFIELD said: “ Action may not always 
bring happiness, but there is no happiness with- 
out action.” The first portion of this observa- 
tion is just freighted down with truth, Take 
the action of sawing hard and dry wood, for 
instance. You wager it doesn’t bring happi- 
ness instead of backache.— Boston Post. 


THERE is no trouble these muddy times to 
make a young man stick toa farm. All you 
will have to do is to get the young man to try 
and walk across a ten-acre lot that was plowed 
last Fall. He’ll either carry the lot around on 
his boots or stick right where he is.—Peck’s 


Sun. 


Krupp is building a hammer that weighs 
fifty tons and will cost over two million dollars, 
The probabilities are that there will be a great 
many political lies to “nail”? during the com- 
ing campaign, and a hammer of such propor- 
tions may be needed.— Morristown Herald. 


A CLERK of a county in southern Arkansas, 
writing to the circuit judge, said: 

“T don’t think that we can hold court here 
at present, for, as the sheriff did not have a 
boat, the subpoenas could not be served.” —Ar- 
kansaw Traveler. 


Puck’s ANNUAL for 1884 is, as usual, highly entertain- 
ing and amusing, It contains the cream of the bright, 
funny and witty things that have been originated by the 
clever writers and artists of PucK, and possesses a merit 
too rarely found in so-called humorous publications— 
that of being really funny. The man who can peruse it 
without feeling healthier and better in every way, and 
more kindly disposed toward all mankind, must be 
a singular creature; and he who does not read it may 
content himself with the reflection that he has lost a 
grand opportunity to add flesh and years to his store, 
and that the best place for him is in a cemetery.— Boston 
Times. 


BEHNING 


PIANOS. 
Over 22,000 Nowin Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 3 W. l4th ST., N. Y. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up im hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. ‘Try it once. 


Address Cc. F: aSUNTHER, Confectioner, 
8 Madison St., Chicago. 











GRAPE MILK 


(NON-ALCOHOLIC ) 


Unfermented Sparkling Grape Juice. 
A.WERNER-& C° 








BITTERS, 


An excellent appetising toate of i uisite flavor, now used over the 
m world, cures Dyepepel psia, Diarh cea, Fever and Ague, «nd all 
disorders of the Digestive Draw cass. A few drops imparta delicious flavor 
to a glass ofcham e, and to all summer drinks. Try {t, .nd 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or its som for the genuine 
article, manufact lactured | by DR. J. G. B. SIEGER’ NS. 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT, 
omens BROADWAY. Ni: Y. 


 <SSLIE’ Excite the appetite, 

SS moderately increase 

the temperature of the 

= body and force of the 

f << \ circulation, and give 
tone and strengt 

the system. They are 

the best for Cocktails. 


WM. M. LESLIE, 
87 Water Street, N.Y. 















BITTER: 





BOKER’S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 


AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 





P. LENK & C0. 
OHIO WINES. 


178 Duane Street, 
NEW YORK. 


ae) KARL HUTTER, 


PATENTEE OF THE 


LIGHTNING BOTTLE sO rERS 


/| \ The most reliable House for Lager- geal 








beer, Weis- beer, Soda, Hock, Brandy 


name 
LARGE STOCK OF CORKS //ij 
AND 


BOTTLERS’ SUPPLIES. 
‘KARL HUTTER, 


185 BOWERY, 
NEW YORK. 








SPECIAL NOTICE. 


Numbers 6, 9, 10, 16, 25, 26, 33, 38, 45, 46, 50, 53, 
54, 56, 60, 62, 77, 79, 84, 85, 87, 88, 108, 109 and 122 
of English Puck will be bought at this office at 10 cents 
per copy. 


RUPTURE 


Relieved and cured without the bdery we sses inflict by Dr. J. A. 
SHERMAN’S niethod. Office, 251 Broadway, New York. His 
book, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 


three hours. For particulars address with st. mp to 











H. EICKHORN, No. 6St. Mark’s Place, New York. 
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THE INCOMPETENT CITIZENS ARE ALWAYS READY TO SERVE. THE RESPECTABLE CITIZENS GET EXCUSED. 


THE REASON WHY SO MANY CRIMINALS ESCAPE. 





